THE     GODS     DEPART

quietly cut his throat, and the spectacle was over.
The triumphant four saluted Diocletian, and received
their pardon.

" This form of execution," the ex-Emperor observed
to his guest, " is a device of my own. It gives the
worst criminal some small chance of life. Besides, it
encourages recruiting, for the legionaries always
come off better than the barbarians, and some save
their lives. The sight of blood and conflict is whole-
some, too. It checks enervation and effeminacy.
And, after all, it is pleasanter to fight for one's life than
be slaughtered like a sheep.

" But now," he added, looking down on the arena
again, " we shall be compelled to witness another
execution. These are traitors who refuse to fight
and actually prefer being slaughtered without resis-

tance.55

Two grown men, a youth of about eighteen, and a
woman were pushed out from one of the doors, the
keepers of the arena thrusting at them from behind
with long poles tipped with iron points. They were
dressed in the ordinary summer clothes of the respect-
able middle-class. The woman wore a girdle of
yellow silk, and her black hair was tied with a fillet of
the same colour. The youth held her by the hand,
and all four walked slowly into the midst of the arena,
with eyes uplifted to the open sky. Attendants fol-
lowed, carrying a wooden statue of Mars, which they
placed in the centre of the arena, and withdrew.

Straining their heads forward, the spectators
watched what was about, to happen. Taking one
step toward the statue, the elder of the two men spat
in its face, and in a loud voice uttered the words,
" Get thee behind me, Satan ! "
A yell of execration rose from the crowded amphi-